The inflow of 

foroe likingjl Ihall be out of heart fliortly,& then I fhallhaueno 

ftreneth to repent. And I hauenot forgotten whatthe inf, d tof 
a Church is made of, I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfe, t h e 
infidcof a Church. Company, vfllanous company hath bccne 

thcfpoyleolme# 

Bar. Sir John, you are fo fretf»U,you cannot hue long. 

p a l. Why there is it; come, fmg me a bawdy .Song, make me 
merry.’ Iwasasvcrtuouflygiuen, as a Gentleman need to betj 
vertuous enough , Iwote little 1 , die d not abouc feauen times a 
weeke , went to Bawdy houfe not aboue once in a quarter of an 
home , paide money that I borrowed thtfc or foure times, liued 
well, and in good compatfe : and now I liuc out of all order, out 

ofcompatle. n 

Bar. Why, you are fo fatte, Sir John, that you mult needesbc 
out of all compallc: out of all reafonable compaife, Sir John. 

Pal. Doc thou amend thy face,& lie amend my life ; thou art 
our Adrairall, thou beareft the Lanterne in the Poope,but t’isin 
idle Nofe of thee.thou art theKingof the burninglampe. 

Bar. Why Sir John, my face does you no harme. 

Fal. No, Ilebefworne, lmakeasgood vfeof it, asmany* ' 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori. I neucrfeethjw 
face but Ithinke vpon hell fire, and Dines that liued in Purple; 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning* Iftheuwertanjr 
way giue to vertue, I would fwcare by thy face .* my oath fhould 
be,Bj this fire, that sGods Angel'&nt thou art altogether giue ouer; 
and wert indeede, but For thelight in thy face, the Sunne ofvt- 
ter darkcnetTe. VVhen thourunft vp Gads-htll inthenight,to 
catch my Horfe,ifI did not thinke that thou hadft been an Ignis 
f earns, ot a bal of wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. 0 thou 
art a perpetuall T ryumph,and eucrlafting Bone-fire-light, thou 
haft faued meathoufand Markesin Linkes and Torches, walk* 
ing with thee in the night betwixt Tauerne & T auerne ; But the 
Sackethat thou haft drunkc me, would haue bought me Lights 
as good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Surcpe. I haue main- 
tained thatSalamander ©f yours,with fire, any time this two and 
thirtieyeares : God reward me for it. 

Bar,, Zloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fal. Godamercy,fo fhould I before to be heart- burnd. 


?■ -n 
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Henry the Fourth, . . . * 

Vg f w P byV do you ihinkc, Sir Mo! do you ihtak 

iSfpeVheeues in my houfe, 1 haue fearcht, I haue enquired, fo 
[ k „ L husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruant by feruant : 
SSt of a hairc was ncuer loft inmy houfe before. 

rJ/Yc lie Hoftcfle, Bardot was fhau d, and loft many a hairc : 
and He be fwornc my Pocket was pickt : goe to, you are a wo- 

’ who 1/ I defie thee ; Gods light , I was neuer cald fo in 

mine own? houfe before* 

Pal. Goe to, I know you well enough. , ' 

TT.r No, Sir lobn, you doe not know me, Sir Iohpy I knewyoa 
Jl you owcuicinuiic_y <5v jtvhn,tx. now you pickc a quar- 
Slw beguile me of it : I bought you a dozen of Shirtes to your 

b M Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Bakers 
.vines', they haue made Boulters of them. 

HffflNow as I am a true woman, Holland of viij. s. an ell : you 
owe money heere befides, Sir him, for your diet, and by drink- 
ings, and mony lent you, xxiiij. pound* 

%l . He had his part of it, let him pay* 

J&f.He? alas he is poore, he hath nothing* 

Fal How t poore? looke vpon his face: What callyou rich £ 
let them coine hisNofc, let them coine hischeekeslienotpay 
a denver : what, will you make a younker of me ? Jhalll not take 
mine eafe in mine Inne, but 1 IbaU haue my pocket pickt ? I haue 
loft afeale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fortie maike# 

Hof. O Iefu, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 

oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

pal. How? the Prince is a Iaoke, a fneak-eup .* Z-bloud andhee 
were hsre,I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he would lay io* 
Enter the Prince marchings And Falftalffe meets him 

Playing on his Trunehion Itkc a Fife . 

Fal . How now Lad, is the wind in that dooreyfaith> 

Mud we all march i 

Bar ♦ Yea, two and two ; Newgate faftiion, 

Hof. My Lord, 1 pray you heare me • 
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